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run the risks of decapitation and go with me, I
imposed on him a European costume, took away his
revolver as a safeguard against dangerous excite-
ment, put him under severe charge not to show that
he understood the Serb language, and started in a
pouring rain.

The road to Spuz was unique. Now that Monte-
negro has entered into possession of the region,
there is a carriage road, but the ancient one was a
pavement of the days of Dushan which now ran
along the top of a ridge like a hog-back in the mid-
dle of the road, on each side of which the track had
been worn down by travel until the original road
was as high as the backs of our horses above the
actual track each side of it. At the gate of Spuz
we were stopped and our passports were demanded.
Mine had been visaed at Eagusa for Mostar, and
Gosdanovich had the Eussian passport, which is
freely accorded to all Montenegrins. The sentinel
could read neither, and sent them to the konak
with a demand for instructions. Meanwhile the
guard turned out to laugh at us sitting on our mar-
ket horses in the pouring rain, our saddles being
only blankets fastened on the pack saddles, on
which we were perched high, the rain pouring off
from every extremity of our costumes. The mes-
senger brought word to send us to the police office,
and there we went.

A binbashi, grave, polite, and curious, invited us
to be seated and ordered coffee. He could speak
only Turkish, and I tried English, French, andnch to meet me at Plamnitza; and, as my
